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Mets chauson icy fin A si triste coraplainte Dont sera le refrain Amour vraie et mon feinte, Qui, pour separation, N'aura diminution,
" At that time," says Brantdme "she was very beautiful to look upon, for the soft whiteness of her face struggled for supremacy with the whiteness of her veil; but at last, the veil, being the work of man, was forced to yield, and the snowy pallor of her cheeks carried off the prize. For I never saw her otherwise than very pale," he adds, " from the first day of her widowhood so long as I had the honor to form one of her suite in France, and afterwards in Scotland, whither she was obliged to go after eighteen months, to her very great regret to pacify her kingdom, torn by religious faction. Alas! she had neither inclination nor desire to go thither, and I have often heard her say that she dreaded the journey like death itself; for she would have preferred a hundred times over to remain in France, as simple Queen Dowager, and to be content with Touraine and Poitou for her dowry, rather than to reign in her savage realm yonder. But Messieurs, her uncles (some of them, at least, but not all), advised her to go, and even urged it upon her, and afterwards repented at leasure of their rash haste,
Mary obeyed, as we have seen, and her voyage began under such sorrowful auspices that when she lost sight of the land she thought her last day had come. It was then that these well-known lines exhaled from that poetic soul:
Adieu, plalsant pays de France,
O'ma patrie
La plus che"rie, Qui as nourri ma jeune enfance 1